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CRUSADE FOR SOULS

IN

JUAREZ, MEXICO
a,,)...

morning for fifteen days the young people had been meeting at six
o’clock for prayer. They had spent the entire Sunday afternoon in house-tohouse visitation. Everyone made special effort to bring his unsaved friend or
relative to the night service.

E

very

The missionary touring party were to conduct the service. When we entered
the church building we saw the N.F.M.S. slogan, “I Must Work—the Night
Cometh,” together with two other very appropriate missionary quotations neatly
tacked on the platform. One Prayer and Fasting chart had been completely filled
and the second chart had been tacked on the wall. As the appointed hour drew
near, the young people came bringing their unsaved friends to the front of the
church. The building was packed to its utmost capacity.
After a lively song service, Rev. Ira True passed out the envelopes and took
pledges for the Easter offering. In a few moments with enthusiasm and joy they
pledged 860 pesos (approximately $100.00).

Mrs. Victoria Salsedo, the district N.F.M.S. president, spoke concerning for
eign missions. The entire membership of this fine church belongs to the missionary
society. Twenty hands were raised indicating that they wished to buy a copy of
the Spanish study book.
God was present in an unusual way and after the message at least twenty-five
people knelt at the altar seeking to be saved or sanctified. For eight of these this
was their first move toward God. There was great rejoicing, for God had an
swered their ^prayers and rewarded their faith. One husband had won his un
saved wife. One of the eight gave forty-three pesos ($5.00) in the Easter offer
ing. Another took tracts to give her unsaved neighbors. A fine-appearing man
testified saying that this was his first visit in a Protestant church and that he had
found the Saviour.

Rev. Roberto Moreno, their most efficient pastor, immediately took the names
and addresses of the people who were at the altar seeking God and turned them
over to the young people.
The Nazarene church at Juarez is a growing, efficient church. They have
already opened two Sunday schools in other parts of the city because their pres
ent building is inadequate. They plan to enlarge their church. They continue in
early morning prayers for a revival.

It was a real joy to my heart to see the Crusade for Souls bringing forth much
fruit in Old Mexico.

A Monthly Journal Devoted
Remiss Rehfeldt D.D., Editor;
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make the source of distress the channel

of delight. He can make the sun rise in the
G
west when He pleases. Just as the children of

Israel found “corn in Egypt” in the Old Testament
days (Gen. 42:2), so His children today can ex
pect providential aid in unexpected places. The
process is not always pleasant, but rest assured
that God is at work through His people. The
corn in Egypt was in the hands of Joseph, though
his experiences going there and maintaining him
self in a strange land were by no means easy.
One outstanding missionary, while serving in a
distant land, said: “We are troubled . . . perplexed
. . . persecuted . . . cast down . . . BUT not dis
tressed . . . not in despair . . . not forsaken . . . not
destroyed . . . that the life of Jesus may be
manifested" (II Cor. 4:8-10). That he was suc
cessful in manifesting Christ “to the Gentiles” no
one can deny. His great faith is expressed in the
words: “And we know that all things work to
gether for good to them that love God, to them
who are the called according to his purpose”
(Rom. 8: 28).
The same faith is needed in the homeland.
Working amid familiar scenes and with our own
countrymen, there are often bitter circumstances
to face. Savonarola was tortured and imprisoned.
Three times was he tried before a death sentence
was pronounced and a ceremony of degradation
was performed. On the eve of his death he said:
“My brethren, do not doubt. The work of the
Lord will always go forward, and my death will
only hasten it.”

Because of faith in our great God, China is still
on thousands of prayer lists. Atheism may, for
the moment, stride like bold Goliath across her
vast expanses, but hope for her four hundred
millions of people has not fallen into despair.
Faith cries, “God is at work!”
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For several months we have been waiting and
praying for a favorable response to resident visa
applications for four new workers (two couples)
and one India missionary who desires to return
after an absence of several years. On May 8 word
was received that these requests had been refused.

You may be sure that there is much disappoint
ment in the Indian council over the refusal which
has been received. Having gained four new
medical missionaries in recent months, they have
been most urgent in their requests for evangelistic
workers. But faith still insists that God is at
work. We are calling upon our people to pray.
Pray for this country and pray for our staff of
Christian workers.

Africa has, of late, been much in the news.
Rising tides of nationalism and racial tensions
threaten the work of white missionaries. Winning
the black man to Christ has become increasingly
difficult. While it is not the purpose of the church
to enter into the arguments about white su
premacy and apartheid (separation of whites and
blacks), it still remains that these issues affect the
work of the church. Life called Africa “A Conti
nent in Ferment.” However difficult the task
may become, it is the firm faith of our mission
aries that the ten thousand members of native
Nazarene churches and the splendid corps of
native preachers, teachers, and nurses will carry
forward the work of holiness evangelism.
In the midst of situations like these, we must
go to our royal Brother. If Joseph in Egypt was
ready to succor his brothers in time of famine,
how much more will Jesus care for His brethren?
Prayer will bear us soon into His presence. Be
fore His throne we have only to ask and have.
His stores are not exhausted; there is corn still;
His heart is not hard; He will give the corn to us
—and in His presence our hearts cry out, “God is
at work.”

W/iat 3s ^.dia?
Ts India the marbled Taj Mahal or the eternal
snows ol Mount Everest? Is she the ashstrewn waters of the Ganges or the rolling pil
grims on her dusty roads? Is India the leprous
beggars with outstretched hands or the whimper
ing babies with distended abdomens? Is she the
wealth oi her maharajas or the brilliance of her
students? Is India the crumbling ruins of the
civilization of ancient years or the roadside
shrines strewn with the husks of coconuts and
dead marigolds? Is she the crowded, dusty fairs
with their dancing girls, holy men, smoky fires,
and garish wares? Is India the majesty of the
Himalaya Mountains or the terraced green of her
tea plantations? Is she the fierce, undying hatred
between the Moslem and the Hindu or the great
gulf which is fixed between her leaders and their
ignorant, illiterate followers? Is she the caste
mark on the forehead, or the deadened, hopeless
stare of her pariahs? Is India the beggar’s bat
tered bowl or the arrogant swish of the Brahmin’s
silk coat? Is she the sacred white cow, or the

chattering, thieving monkeys, or the black wings
of the vulture, or the iridescent colors of the
peacock? Is she Hindu funeral pyres or Moslem
stone-strewn graves? Is she the hopeless en
tanglement of visions and dreams, despair and
fatalism?
India is all of this and, oh, so much more. She
is an empty gourd to be filled, a drooping plant
to be watered, a candle to be lit. She is a valley
of dry bones awaiting life, a wounded traveler
on the road of life needing balm, a withered hand
to be made whole, a prisoner in the prison house
of darkness awaiting release. She is an empty
heart to be loved, a thirst to be slaked, and a
hunger to be fed.
What is India? She is your responsibility in
prayer before your God! The enemy is creeping
upon her like a stalking lion. He swishes his
tail as he waits—for she is a worthy prey. She
is now in one of God’s “striking hours” in the
chronometry of the years. Engrave her upon the
palms of your hands as you raise them in be
seeching prayer before the throne of grace. AND
GOD FORBID THAT YOU SHOULD SIN IN
CEASING TO PRAY FOR HER!
—Mrs. Hazel Lee, India

THE CHRISTIAN
STEWARD

MAKES A WILL—

_ and finds a real opportunity to extend his benevolent Christian influence
toward his family and his church long after he is gone.
Clip and mail

I am interested in leaving a bequest to the General Board.
Please send additional information and suggested forms to
use.

NAME _
ADDRESS

Send to: John Stockton, General Treasurer
2940 Troost Avenue
Kansas City, Missouri
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‘"Many Shall ^un Jo and Jo

Tn a prophetic utterance, the words of Daniel,
A we read, “. . . many shall run to and fro, and
knowledge shall be increased” (Dan. 12:4b).
Daniel was speaking of “the time of the end,” the
day in which we find ourselves. No one, with any
knowledge of what is going on in the world, will
deny the truth of this statement. With our modern
modes of travel, the people of the world are on
the move. As Americans, we are going to the
ends of the earth, while the people of other lands
are visiting our shores. Domestic travel is taxing
every means of conveyance, autos, buses, trains,
and planes. Ocean liners are crowded and air
planes are finding it difficult to handle the everincreasing traffic.
This travel exchange is also reflected in the
missions enterprise. We hear much about
the displaced people of the earth—the Arabs, the
Jews, and those from behind the iron curtain who
have been fortunate enough to escape. Many
Christians find themselves among the displaced.
In this restless, surging movement of the present
day, they have become uprooted and carried to
other states and to other countries. Many times in
this jostling, thronging whirl they have become
lost to friends and relatives.
Sadly enough, this is true of our Zion. Every
year we have thousands of displaced Nazarenes.
They are not only numbered among the displaced
but among the lost. In their new environments
they are strangers. In the process of making ad
justments, they do not try to locate their own
church and, being strangers in the community or
city, they do not attend church. This nonattend
ance soon becomes a habit. For a few weeks they
correspond with their pastor and friends at the old
home, where they were so well acquainted. Soon
the letters are further apart and in a few months
the connecting ties with the old home are severed.
These people become religious refugees and are
lost to the church. In this way we are losing
thousands of Nazarenes every year.
It is not only a problem in the homeland, but is
already becoming a problem in other lands, espe
cially in the Latin American countries. We are
facing this problem in Puerto Rico. There are now
approximately 400,000 Puerto Rican people in
New York City. Many other Puerto Ricans are
migrating to this world metropolis at the rate of a
thousand a month. We know that some of them
return, but most of them remain in the United
States. For a time they are among the displaced
of earth.
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A world problem soon becomes a church prob
lem. Within the past year, twenty of our members
from one of our churches in Puerto Rico have
moved to New York City, thus becoming a part
of that 400,000 or more. Yet they are displaced.
We do not have a church among the Puerto Ricans
in New York. Consequently, most of them, if not
all, will be lost to God and holiness and the
Church of the Nazarene.
We had a similar problem in Beirut, Lebanon.
Because of the war between the Arabs and the
Jews, some of our people from Palestine and from
the Hashemite Kingdom of the Jordan migrated
to Lebanon. They were displaced and longed for
the old home and Christian associates. We finally
solved this problem. In a city of half a million,
these displaced were drawn together to organize
the First Church of the Nazarene in Beirut,
Lebanon.
To some extent, we will always have the prob
lem of saving the displaced Nazarene, but we can
partially solve the problem by planting churches
in world centers. Regardless of where our people
go, sailors, soldiers, or civilians, they should be
able to find our church. Thus we can carry out
the spirit of missions and erect lighthouses and
places of refuge around the world. What we have
done in Lima, Guatemala City. Havana, Buenos
Aires, Port-of-Spain, Honolulu, Melbourne, Auk
land, Tokyo, Fairbanks, and Beirut, can be done
for the 400,000 Puerto Ricans in New York City;
for the 40,000 Cubans in Tampa, Florida, Manila,
Lisbon, Paris, and other strategic world centers.
We must be sure that our spirit of missions keeps
abreast with the ebb and flow of mankind. When
and wherever they go, we should follow with the
gospel.

A Chinese businessman when examined for baptism
said, “I’ve studied all China's religions and found they
did not satisfy. Then I heard the gospel and studied the
Bible. These other religions were as small lamps that
flicker and go out—but now I've found the sun!"—

Selected.
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Artisan Fashioning Leather Belt in Timbuktu, by

3

~Jhe

IA/hat the -Art-list ^atu

An artist was asked to paint a picture of a
dying church. Did he set upon canvas a small,
feeble congregation in a ruined building? Quite
the reverse. He depicted a stately edifice, with a
rich pulpit, organ, and windows. But in the porch
there was hung a small box, with the words above
it, “Collection for Foreign Missions.” And just
where the contributions should have gone, the
slit was blocked by a cobweb! That was the art
ist’s conception of a dying church, and it was pro
foundly true.
—God’s Revivalist and Bible Advocate

There is a place where murder is honorable,
but where lying is almost unforgivable.
The Dyaks, the most savage of the Borneos, are
proud of any warrior who chops off the head of
his enemy and brings it home for a trophy. Such
a feat calls forth the praise and admiration of the
whole village. The murderer is a hero.
Not so the liar.
The first one to learn of a lie starts a rubbish
heap in front of the offender’s hut. Enough rocks,
bushes, and discarded and broken articles are
thrown together to make a good-sized pile for all
to see. Everyone who passes by knows that a liar
lives here and adds something more to the pile.
This continues until it grows as big as the man’s
hut.
As the heap of trash grows, the offender’s dis
grace becomes unbearable. At last he runs away,
nor is he ever welcome in the village again, not
unless he is fortunate enough to be able to do
some great deed that will benefit the whole village.
The Dyaks are hard on anyone unwitting
enough to lie. They believe that a man who can
not be trusted with small matters certainly cannot
be trusted with big things which might involve the
lives or happiness of the whole village. You can
be sure liars are scarce among these people.—Se
lected from the Free Methodist.
4

Ifliiiionary Spirit

The first message at the birth of Christ was a
missionary message (Luke 2:10).
The first prayer Christ taught man was a mis
sionary prayer (Matt. 6:10).
The first disciple, Andrew, was the first mis
sionary (John 1:41).
The first message of the risen Lord to His dis
ciples was a missionary command (John 20: 21).
The first apostolic sermon was a missionary
sermon (Acts 2:17, 39).
Christ’s great reason for Christian love was a
missionary reason (John 13:35).
Christ’s great reason for unity was a missionary
reason (John 17:21).
The second coming of Christ is to be hastened
by missionary work (Matt. 24:14).
Our Saviour’s last wish on earth was a mission
ary wish (Matt. 28:19).—The War Cry.

PRAY Illness is threatening to shorten the years
of usefulness of several veteran mission
aries, as well as some of the new mis
sionaries who are working under
strenuous climatic conditions. Pray that
the Great Physician will minister gra
ciously to these who are hazarding their
lives for Him and that His healing touch
will be felt by them as He wills.

PRAY A recent governmental policy in India
has made the entrance of new missionaries
to India virtually impossible. Read the
editorial on page 1, “God Is at Work,”
since a complete statement of this situa
tion is given, and then pray for our India
missionaries whose visas have been with
held. God can still perform the impos
sible!

PRAY The Galloways, whose appointment to
India has been hindered by the policy
mentioned in the former prayer request,
have been reassigned to a new field. They
are making immediate preparations to
travel to Nicaragua.
The Other Sheep
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After a forty-five
**■ minute drive from
Port-au-Prince, Brother
Orj ala brought the mis
sion jeep to a halt at Bethel, one of our preaching
stations along the coast. Using the customary
“Bon jour” (“Good day”), we exchanged greet
ings with our native preacher, Louis-ne Desire.
Having parked the jeep, we started transferring
our personal belongings and equipment to the
waiting horse and mules. We put an accordion, a
Coleman kerosene projector, and several other
pieces of equipment on the back of the strongest
looking mule. Then Brother Louis-ne climbed up
and found a riding position in the middle of all
the equipment. With everything ready, we start
ed on the long trip up the mountains to Barrau.
The first part of our trip was through a lowland
valley. Along the trail we passed by many of the
typical native houses. Most of them are one or
two rooms consisting of mud walls, thatched roofs,
and dirt floors. All but a few are so constructed
that they look as though they are about to topple
over. In front of many we saw the voodoo cross,
and several times little bags hanging from trees
where food is placed for some voodoo god. Many
of these poor people are bound with sin and super
stition. Often we saw little children, mostly
naked, with voodoo charms tied around their
necks to keep away disease.
After several hours of travel we arrived at the
foot of the high mountains. We hadn’t gone very
far when Brother Orjala discovered that he was
going to have trouble with his mule. This mule
(like many Christians) didn’t like to climb. On
the steepest part of the mountain he decided to be
boss for a while, and after kicking and snorting
for some time, he persuaded his occupant that it
would be safer on the ground; in fact, he “assisted”
him in getting there. So instead of riding the
mule, we had to pull him the rest of the way up
July, 1953

the mountain. Having traveled six hours, most of
it uphill, what a blessing' it was to arrive at our
little mountain church of Barrau! No greater
compensation could have been given us as we
were greeted by a group of singing, smiling Chris
tians.
On the first evening we held a short preaching
service and showed a Bible filmstrip on the “Life
of Paul the Fearless.” Since about 80 per cent
of the people in Haiti are illiterate, these Bible
picture stories prove a great blessing in teaching
the Word of God. After the service was over we
prepared to rest for the night on the floor of the
little church. We had no sooner lain down than
a group of Christians assembled outside to sing us
a good-night song. When finished they proceeded
up the hill from the church, and there continued
singing and praying until three o’clock in the
morning. This had a great spiritual significance,
for many of these same people at one time would
stay up all night taking part in some voodoo ser
vice. We heard no voodoo drums while visiting
at Barrau, and what a testimony to the trans
forming power of God!
On Saturday Brother Orjala had two weddings
to perform. As the result of our work in the
mountains of Barrau over a period of a little less
than a year, over two hundred people have pro
fessed conversion. From this group of believers
these two couples who had lived together for a
number of years were getting married for the first
time. Among the poor people of Haiti marriage is
a great and important matter in giving testimony
to faith in Christ.
People from all over the mountains came to
attend the weddings. When the first wedding was
over, a group of people gathered at the home of
the married couple to sing them some good Chris
tian songs. During the singing it was quite humor
ous to hear one fellow blowing, not playing, almost
(Continued on page 12)
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T7ver since the close of the second world war,
the Middle East has been attracting the atten
tion of the world more and more. Geographically,
it lies on the dividing line between East and West.
Politically, it seems to be the vital point of contact
and rivalry between communism and democracy.
Economically the discovery of vast sources of oil
in Irak and Arabia has made this land one of great
importance for modern economy of the world.
Many millions invested in oil wells, refineries,
pipe lines machinery, and equipment and the
value of oil underground have made this land an
indispensable ring on the chain of this modern
machine age.
Again, the Middle East is the birthplace and
the cradle of Christianity, the region that gave us
Christ and all that He means to us. It was here
that Christ suffered the death of the cross and
arose from the tomb to make salvation possible
for us all. It is here that He gave the Great Com
mission: “Go ye into all the world . .
It was in
obedience to His command that the Church of the
Nazarene has come and has been here for many
years past, preaching the gospel of full salvation.
Souls have been saved and sanctified; churches,
missions, day schools, and Sunday schools have
been established in some of the main centers, such
as Jerusalem (Jordan and Israel), Amman, Da
mascus. and Beirut. Many other points could be
reached but we are greatly handicapped in that
we do not have properly trained Nazarene na
tional workers to go out and carry the banner of
full salvation. God has given us some fine young
men, saved, sanctified, and called to preach; but
our hands have been tied in our inability to find
in this land a school sound in Bible doctrines
where they may receive the necessary training
for their life calling. Today we urgently need
Spirit-filled and properly trained teachers and
preachers on our Middle East districts, and a Bible
school of our own is the only means whereby we
can have them trained in the doctrines of full sal
vation. The urgency of this school has been one
of the burdens heavily resting upon the hearts of
your missionaries.
G

Rev. S. C. Krikorian is standing on the rocks where the
Bible school building is to be erected.

In the Middle East we have two districts: Syria
and Lebanon District, with headquarters in Da
mascus, where Rev. and Mrs. M. A. Thahabiyah
and Rev. and Mrs. Don DePasquale have been
working; and Jordan District, with headquarters
in Amman, capital of Jordan Kingdom, where
Rev. and Mrs. S. C. Krikorian and Rev. and Mrs.
W. A. Russell have been working.* These dis
tricts take in territory bounded with Turkey on
the north, Irak on the east, the Mediterranean Sea
on the west, and Egypt Arabia on the south. Our
work has been among Arabs, Armenians, Greek
Orthodox, Roman Catholics, Assyrians, and other
groups.
Today the awakening of the Middle East is
taking place. The riches from oil revenues and its
consequent modern developments; the continual
contact of this land with the West through its
international airport at Beirut, where some of the
largest airlines (Pan American, Trans-World Air
lines, B.O.A.C., and K.L.M.) have services to
Asia, the Far East, and Africa; the greater interest
of America in these lands through its commercial,
educational, and social institutions and American
(Point Four) Technical Aid; United Nations War
Relief and educational and medical services—
The Other Sheep

these keep this land busy in taking forward steps
to keep up with the times. It is imperative that
the gospel of full salvation be proclaimed in a
greater measure than what we have been able to
do thus far. Formal religions do not satisfy the
souls of men. To be able to serve more effectively
God’s kingdom in the Middle East we urgently
need a Bible school. No effective, doctrinally
sound holiness Bible school exists in the land at
present. God is calling upon the Church of the
Nazarene to fill this pressing need.

The plot of ground in the lower part of this photograph
has been purchased as the site for the Nazarene Bible
School in Lebanon. About eighty pine trees are situated
on the lot at the present time. The sea is to the left and
beautiful, snow-capped Mount Lebanon is in the back
ground.

Through the kindness of our people and our
missionary board we have been enabled to buy a
fine piece of property on a hill in one of the
suburbs of Beirut, Lebanon. We are looking
forward to the visit of our general superintendent.
Dr. Vanderpool, when the final plans for the build
ing of the school will be decided and the building
operation will be started. Kindly continue to re
member the Middle East and its great spiritual
need in prayer at this crucial period of her history.
‘Editor s Note: Rev. and Mrs. Alex Wachtel are working
among the Jews in Jerusalem, Israel.

/raider

Prayer is so simple,
It is like quietly opening a door
And slipping into the very presence of God,
There in the stillness
To listen for His voice.
Perhaps in petition,
Or only to listen,
It matters not:
Just to be there,
In His presence,
Is prayer.

—Selected
July, 1953
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'The Church of the
Nazarene has shied
away from formalism.
Driven from the sanc
tuaries of established
churches because of
their defense of the doc
trine of holiness, our
people have been forced
to seek refuge in storero o m s , schoolhouses,
and private homes. And
even in these later
years when we have
been able to build churches, our architecture has
remained mostly simple. A church bell or chimes
are luxuries that few of us can afford.
Among the mineworkers here in Witbank and
around Johannesburg, there are not many church
buildings. But there are numerous meeting places.
Christian men come to these mines. Soon you will
see a mark of their faith. It is a crude scaffolding
of scrap bits of lumber or discarded pieces of iron.
Suspended in the middle is a short length of rail
road iron and nearby is a ten-inch bolt used to
strike it. What is it? It is used to give the call to
worship.
Sometimes they are not permitted to erect even
such a simple church structure. And at the mine
I visited one Sunday, this was the case. But the
symbol was there just the same. On one of the
hooks next to the dirty mine clothes was their
church bell—a piece of angle iron a foot long with
a few holes drilled for some more menial task, and
a common bolt.
But watch the man ring the bell, the first gong
to call the people to the church and the second to
invite them to come into the church. He is a pic
ture standing there in the door of the compound
room where he and ten or fifty like him sleep
and eat, talk and have church. Neatly suspended
between his fingers he holds the angle iron. Like
an organist in a great cathedral he strikes the iron.
Majestically he stands and waits for the ring to die
away before he strikes again.
Occasionally, the bell may be a bit more elabo
rate with concrete suspension pillars. Or the par
ticular bit of railroad iron may have an unusually
clear ring. But the message is the same: “Come,
let us worship the Lord in the beauty of holiness.”
7
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the door slammed shut, I found myself

he heavy ship

groaned to gain altitude. We

sitting on a metal seat in the middle of the T were over the bay and I could see the banana
W
cargo plane with four or five other passengers, ships below loading their green cargo to carry
looking dubiously at the freight that would be our
company on a flight into the Peten section of our
Guatemalan field—eleven barrels of kerosene! As
the big metal bird labored up the runway in
preparation for the take-off, I began to wonder if
this flight would be my last. From the creaks and
squeaks and dents, I could easily see that the ship
was one of the oldest. I tried to comfort myself
with the thought that planes are made to fly, but
unpleasant thoughts kept pushing the pleasant
ones out of my mind. “Eleven barrels of kerosene!
Why didn’t they hold them for another time, or at
least have shipped just half that number on this
trip? Fire! How I hate the thought of being bar
becued—and in kerosene! Now, Lord, give these
pilots wisdom and help them to realize that they
have a few passengers. ...”

Iy thoughts and prayer were drowned out by
the terrific roar of the two great engines.
Suddenly the plane 'lunged forward and raced
down the runway. The small metal door in the
tail and the cabin door in front banged away
furiously, adding to the confusion. I gripped the
seat and held on for dear life for fear of being
swept to the tail of the plane by the forward rush.
The barrels of kerosene bumped and ground one
against the other. I smiled weakly at the two
passengers on the other side of the plane, who
looked as though they were suffering the same
thoughts as I. The little buildings on the port
zoomed by; the plane lifted, dropped slowly, and
then lifted again lazily from the earth. The bang
ing of the cabin door was silenced momentarily
while some fellow shook a finger at us Guate
malan style, signaling “no.” I understood his sign
as “No smoking,” so I grinned back my answer,
assuring him that he didn’t have to worry so far
as I was concerned.
X
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to other parts of the world. I listened for every
strange squeak and strain in the plane. The
motors ceased their laboring and dropped to nor
mal cruising speed, and it was then that I realized
that the Lord might spare me for the preaching
mission ahead. I breathed a little more easily, but
noted that my hands were cold—of course it
couldn’t have been nervousness!
The five other passengers began to show signs
of life and hope. There was a scurry of feet as
they moved over barrels and boxes trying to find
a small window from which to gaze upon the
passing beauty below.

I sat with my nose pressed upon the cold, vi
brating window, determined to get my five dollars’
worth of the scenery below. So far the motors
were doing well and, since the Lord had promised
to be over, under, and all about, I chuckled in
wardly at myself for all that foolish worry about
dying.
stood in review below—the town
where we lived and labored for several years.
Yes, there was our home right on the shore: the
iron roof was very rusty but really in harmony
with the others. Those five palms in our back yard
looked small now; I didn’t see any reason why I
ever feared to climb them. My eyes followed the
course of the majestic river Dulce as it wound
back from the sea and connected with the beauti
ful Lake Izabal. What a glorious panorama and
such an extravagance of beauty! God certainly
didn’t spare colors when He painted the tropics.
How unfortunate those poor earth-bound crea
tures below looking up from the side of their
thatched huts along the bay! If they could only
see from where I sat, they would have a new
appreciation of their world.
T ivingston
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The plane veered to the left, leaving the beau
tiful blue Caribbean behind, cut over the river
Sarstun, and soared onward and deeper into the
interior lands of Guatemala. The earth was a
mat of varied greens, suggesting the eternal fight
of the jungle—the fight of survival—plants, vines,
trees, battling one against the other, reaching
higher and higher for the light and breath of the
scented tropical sky. Under that canopy of green
in the everlasting shadows of the jungle lived
man's friend and foe—the lonely deer ever pur
sued by the hungry jaguar, lazy monkeys, and
screeching parrots, the deadly and most feared
reptile. Barb a marilla. Oh, what a landing field
the jungle would make!
The plane lunged sideways, dropped, and rose
suddenly. The wings strained and creaked. An
Indian woman gasped, her eyes full of fear. I
spoke an encouraging word to her, “Just air
pockets, nothing to worry about; and anyway
we'll be landing in a few minutes.” I’m afraid that
I didn't help her very much, but my own courage
seemed to be bolstered somewhat.
of San Luis appeared and
as quickly disappeared. The plane began to
lose altitude; treetops and hills were all around.

' I ‘he little village

qUHIS HAS BEEN a WOnderful week end.

Saturday afternoon
Mrs. Jenkins and I were
present at the unveiling of the cornerstone at our
new European church at Welverdiend. The un
veiling was rather largely attended, several of our
pastors being present. Rev. C. H. Strickland, the
superintendent of our European work, brought
the message in Afrikaans. They say he does very
well in that language. In the evening we attended
the young people’s meeting in the store building
where our people are worshiping until their
church building is completed. Rev. F. v. d. Westhuizen is the fine pastor of this flock.

New mines are opening up in this area, and to
these mines thousands of native men are flocking.
We spent the Lord’s day in these compounds. The
morning service was held at the Blyvooritzicht

The motors were cut; we were landing. What a
good feeling to roll across good earth again!
Grand old plane! It had brought us through safe
lyThe native brethren were waiting to welcome
me and carry my suitcase and equipment to the
little mud hut that was to be my home during the
conferences. I rejoiced that the trip had been
made so quickly. A few years ago it wouldn’t
have been so pleasant. Two or three weeks of
mules and mud would have had to be endured to
make the same journey. The airplane has light
ened the load of the Guatemalan missionary and
opened a door of greater opportunity. With air
strips (cow pastures) spotted throughout all our
field, and with cargo or passenger planes com
muting daily over jungle wastes, our farthest
churches are now not weeks but hours away.
ithin

a few days I’ll probably be sitting on

a cargo of chicli (crude chewing gum) wait
W
ing for the big metal bird to arrive. Undoubtedly
I will suffer those “take-off chills” all over again,
but once above the clouds. I’ll relax. Chances are
that the old plane will make it home all right and
that whenever a choice arises between the mule
or the plane I will choose the skyway.

No. 1 compound. Upon our arrival we interviewed
the compound manager. We always do this and
find them, for the most part, sympathetic and
co-operative. In talking with us. he said that there
are, at the moment, 6,400 native men in the two
Blyvoor compounds, 2,700 of them being Shangaans from Portuguese East Africa. In most of
the mines a large proportion of native men come
from P.E.A. Think of the result if a revival should
break out in these compounds! These 6,400 men
represent many tribes and languages. Who can
estimate the result if they get saved and return
to their faraway homes carrying the message with
them? Then the compound manager, on his own,
made this statement: “The Shangaan is the best
African we have, especially those who are Chris
tians. Whenever visitors come to this mine and
desire to see the rooms where the men live, I
always take them to the Shangaan Christian
rooms.”
9
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“Why?” I asked, knowing well what his answer
would be.
He answered, "The men are clean; their rooms
are clean; their whole manner of living is on a
higher plane; they are very respectful."
Then it was the missionary’s good privilege to
explain why these conditions were so among the
Shangaan Christians. A changed heart brings
about a changed life and way of living, and
changed lives require changed living conditions.
I wish you could see the rooms where the Chris
tians live and then visit 1he heathen rooms!
There’s a difference!

A group of our native Christians at the Blyvooritzicht
Mines. Transvaal, South Africa.

At this service our Nazarene men gathered from
the three other compounds in this area. Other
Christians, who had heard that the missionaries
were coming, gathered with us. It was a joy to
preach full salvation to these other believers who
know practically nothing about it. The compound
manager had turned over to us a beautiful large
hall for the service. What a service we had! At
the close of the message ten came forward seeking
holiness. It was a time of victory.
From there we went to Libanon for an after
noon service. At this place also our men gathered
in from the two nearby compounds. Again we
had a gracious season together, at the close of
which thirteen men presented themselves at the
altar of prayer. What praying! God heard, and
these precious men went away with victory in
their hearts. At the close of the meeting we went
to the room where the men live and they served
us with tea. bread, and cake. They enjoy doing
this. How hospitable the Shangaan is! And how
happy they were to have their missionaries with
them!
It seems more wonderful all the time to be
preaching a gospel which does something for
men’s hearts—not reformation, but a real trans
formation wrought by faith in our Lord Jesus
Christ. This is what this sick old world needs.
It works! Glory to the Lamb!
10
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W/hat was the occa” sion? The receiv
ing of ten fine young
people into the fellow
ship of the Church of
the Nazarene.
They
were lined in front of
the fully- packed
church. As they made
their pledges to God
and to the Church of
the Nazarene. God
came upon the scene.
S o u n d s of weeping
came from all over the church, and I could hardly
see through the tears in my own eyes. I had heard
these young people testify how God had saved
them. Some of them I knew had suffered perse
cution from their family and friends when they
made their decision to go with God regardless of
the cost. They were willing to pay the price and
even as they stood there before the altar they
were once again telling the Lord that if no one
else went with them they would still be true. I
could see that they fully realized the responsi
bilities which they took upon themselves as mem
bers of the Church of the Nazarene—the responsi
bilities of living lives that would be pleasing to
God and of serving God and our church in the
Philippines.

About six others joined the group by letter of
transfer. Of these, some transferred from other
denominations: and others, from some of our
churches in other areas. Then the right hand of
fellowship was extended and the Christians came
forward to welcome our new Nazarenos into the
church. God once again showered His blessings
upon us and as I shook hands with each one I
thought of previous services when some of these
young people had been at the altar seeking God.
I thought of how marvelously God had given them
the victory. If they are faithful to God, our beloved
Church of the Nazarene will have capable leader
ship in the Philippine Islands in the future.
The Other Sheep

THE SPANISH NAZARENE HOUR
IS ON THE AIR
fter many months of planning and working, our

A

Dear Friends:
Through your prayers and efforts my wife and
I landed in Pusan, Korea, November 27, 1952, and
are privileged to be in His blessed service again.
It is heartbreaking to see the destruction of our
chapels and to hear of the death of our believers
and workers. Some of our chapels are destroyed
entirely and torn down even to the ground, and
some of the others are partly remaining and are
standing uselessly. All of our believers are scat
tered. Some of our believers and workers have
been killed, and we have lost track of many others.
But. praise God, the Lord is with us! He blesses
this war-torn country yet and helps us to trust
Him more than ever.
We express our appreciation and gratitude to
the members of our mission board and others.
Through your prayers and financial help we re
organized twelve places and their chapels. Some
of the chapels have been rebuilt and some have
been newly built.
Allow us to express our heartfelt appreciation
to every president and member of the N.F.M.S.
and those who sent us relief gifts. The packages
of used clothes that you sent to us have come in
good condition and were delivered safely, and
saved our needy ones. I tried to write you individ
ually of our appreciation but because of the lack of
postal fees and time we are expressing to you our
thanks with this open letter. Again and again, we
appreciate you.
Please pray for us and for this needy field,
Korea.
May the Lord's richest blessings rest upon you
and your efforts for Him.
Sincerely yours,
Rev. and Mrs. Robert Chung
July, 1953

Latin American friends are now hearing the
theme song, “The Beautiful Nazarene,” followed
by “Esta es la Hora Nazar era” in the beautiful
Spanish voice of Moises Castillo, and the “Spanish
Nazarene Hour” is on the air.
Outlets are being arranged in California, Arizona,
down along the Rio Grande, Texas, the West Indies,
and in Central and South America. We urge you
to join us in a great volume of prayer that more
doors may be opened whereby we can get this
wonderful news of full salvation into many here
tofore closed doors and hungry hearts.
We know you are vitally interested in this new
venture and we would like you to know those who
are appearing on the program.
The music is furnished by Director Ray H. Moore
and a mixed quartet composed of Gerald Berglund,
tenor, from the Foreign Missions office; Reba Eshleman, soprano, from the Radio League office; Evan
geline Deale, alto, from Spanish Department; and
Paul Helm, bass, a Seminary senior; and Jean
Parker, pianist, from the N.Y.P.S. office. Mr. Moises
Castillo, from the Spanish Department, is the an
nouncer, and Rev. Honorato Reza does the preach
ing. Behind the scenes are Dr. T. W. Willingham,
executive director; S. N, Whitcanack, producer; and
Thomas Jackson, the recording engineer.

See the August issue for pictures of Spanish
Broadcast Workers

^men

When I stand at the judgment seat of Christ,
And He shores me His plan for me,
The plan of my life as it might have been
Had He had His way: and I see
How I blocked Him there, and I checked Him here,
And I would not yield my will.
Will there he grief in my Saviour's eyes,
Grief, though He loves me still?

He would have me rich, and I stand there poor,
Stripped of all but His grace.
While memory runs like a hunted thing
Down the path I cannot retrace.
Then my desolate heart will well-nigh break
With the tears I cannot shed.
1 will cover my face with my empty hands,
I rvill bow my uncrowned head.

O Lord of the years that are left to me,
I give them to Thy hand;
Take me, and break me, mold me to
The pattern that Thou hast planned.
—Author Unknown
11
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any hour, day or night, through Channel “X” we can, in just a few seconds, get in
touch with our modern world-in-action. Presi
dents, premiers, reporters, entertainers appear in
person to voice their views of life, whether right
or wrong. Scenes change rapidly; history is made
in a few hours of time. Modern revelation through
“Channel X” gives us little hope for a brighter or
better future.
Through Channel “H,” for God’s world-wide
kingdom there offers a glorious opportunity to
better this changing world.
How wonderful! How different would be the
degree of the world’s spiritual progress, if every
Nazarene would channel his financial investments
for world-wide evangelism through our own
Nazarene “Headquarters”!
All of our earthly resources are being channeled
somewhere. The question is through what chan
nel? If you want to be absolutely sure that your
investment will safely reach the place you want it
to, channel it through Channel “H ’ (Headquar
ters). Special gifts are not deducted from any
part of regular appropriation.
Remember, our church will serve the whole
world with a whole heart, if you 11 channel your
resources through Channel “H.”
A lmost

beside the highway are not an uncom
mon sight in Peru. One might see them as he
makes his way toward the capital city, Lima, or
he might see them as he travels along a rutty,
dusty road to some little pueblo.
A cross beside the highway means to the Peru
vian that someone has been killed at that spot and
somebody else, friend or relative, has placed the
cross there in memory of the deceased.
The other night as we came home after a service
in the mission at the fishing town of Paita, the
sight of crosses beside the highway, though I had
seen them before, made me think. I began to
wonder if there were crosses beside the highway
of my life—crosses for people whom I had failed
to ask about their souls, crosses for people with
whom I had talked about something else when I
should have talked to them about salvation,
crosses for people who will perhaps never find
Christ because I failed them.
After such a sobering thought I was gripped
with an urge to pray, and as we continued our way
homeward I prayed. “O Lord, don’t let me fail
those with whom I come in contact. Don’t let me
be careless with my opportunities, but help me to
be quick to see the opportunities, and to speak
under the leadership of the Spirit. Help that my
life shall count for Thee, that there won’t be
crosses beside the highway of my life.”
Life is too short, eternity is too long, and souls
are too precious for us to be careless about crosses
beside the highway of our lives.
rosses
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continuously on a harmonica. At least he was
making a joyful noise!
Sunday morning we had our closing service.
Brother Orjala interpreted while I preached, and
I am sure it came out a better sermon after pass
ing through his lips. Preaching to these people
must be as simple in understanding as possible,
and related as much as possible to their manner
of living. One realizes how important it is to know
the Word of God after being on the mission field
for a short time.
Now that we are back in Port-au-Prince, we
look at the mountains and thank God that He has
enabled us to be here in Haiti serving Him. Haiti
is a land of hills and mountains, and while I was
visiting at Barrau early one morning God blessed
my heart with a promise, “. . . the hill country
shall be thine.” God has given the Church of the
Nazarene a good beginning in Haiti. Souls are
being saved, but many thousands remain in dark
ness. We urge you to pray for souls in Haiti!
The End
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MEET TOUR MISSIONARIES..........
n. n
-4^
July 19, 1920, I was
born at Frankston,
Victoria, Australia. The
second eldest of a family of
seven children, I was reared
in a small fishing port. At
tending the small school,
there I received an educa
tional certificate from this
school and then furthered
my education through a
correspondence course.
I thank God for a Chris
tian mother whose under
standing and help have
meant much to me through
life. At the age of eleven,
God filled my young heart
with the desire to be a missionary to Africa. In 1937 I
left home to begin my nursing training as a preparation
for future service. In due course I received certificates
for general nursing, midwifery, and child welfare from
various training hospitals.
In 1946 I completed two years’ training at the Mel
bourne Bible Institute as further preparation for mission
ary work. By this time the Lord had confirmed His call to
the mission field and had laid on my heart a burden for
the lepers of Africa.
However, all through these years I was very conscious
that my life did not measure up to God's standard of
righteousness. I was not satisfied, and I felt that I could
not answer God's call to the mission field unless He first
met the deep need of my own heart. I had never heard
the message of true holiness. “Longed my heart for some
thing better, only still to hunger on.”
I praise God that even at this time the Church of the
Nazarene had begun its God-appointed task in Australia.
When I heard the glorious message of sanctifying power
from one of our Nazarene pastors, I knew that this was
what my heart so long had sought, and as I met His
conditions God graciously sanctified me wholly and com
pletely satisfied my longing heart. I was soon a Nazarene,
and although I still felt God’s call to Africa it did not
seem likely that one should be sent from such a new
district. After a little waiting, however, I received word
of my appointment in January, 1952, as a Nazarene mis
sionary to Africa. My heart is filled with praise and grati
tude, “for the hand of God in all my life I see.” I look
forward to all that the future holds with a calm and sweet
delight, for I am in His will. Praise Him forever!
n

O

Ardee B. Coolidge, was born in Baraboo, Wisconsin,

I

on October 31, 1926, the sixth child in a family of seven
children. My parents were good Nazarenes and gave me
a good foundation for my Christian life by their godly
example and Bible teachings. When fourteen, I gave my
heart to the Lord and soon afterwards received the
blessing of holiness and felt a call to preach the gospel.
I left my home on the farm when sixteen and attended
Olivet Nazarene College, where I finished my high school
course. At that time I enlisted in the armed forces, and
was sent to Japan in the army of occupation and during
the eight months I spent there I had opportunity to come
in close contact with our Nazarene work in Tokyo. It was
my privilege to conduct several Bible classes while there.
Before I left, God spoke to my soul and gave me a definite
call to work in the mission field.
Upon leaving the armed forces, I returned to Olivet,
where I received my Bachelor of Arts degree in 1951.
While there I met Mary Faith Cochran, also a called
missionary, and we were married on January 20, 1950.
Shortly after our graduation, we went to Reverie,
Tennessee, an island in the Mississippi, to pastor the
church and teach in the school. In January, 1952, we
were appointed by the General Board as missionaries to
Cuba. Our son, Ardee Burr, Jr., was born on July 11,
1952, at Wisconsin Dells, Wisconsin.
Mary Faith Coolidge, the daughter of Rev. and Mrs.
John Cochran, missionaries to Argentina, writes: “I was
born in the mining town of Lynch, Kentucky, on May 9.
1930, while my parents were engaged in home missionary
work. The Lord saved me when I was four, and when I
was thirteen I received the blessing of holiness.
“When I was six, my parents were sent as missionaries
of the Church of the Nazarene to Argentina. There I
attended a national school and an American school until
I completed my high school course. While in Argentina, I
received a definite call to dedicate my life to missionary
work.
“In 1948, I returned to the United States and entered
Olivet Nazarene College, receiving my Bachelor of Arts
degree in 1951.
“Now that God has called us to our new field of labor
in Cuba, we trust that He will give us many souls for His
vineyard.”

July, 1953
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GENERAL PRESIDENT’S
NOTES
Touring the
Southwest Mexican District
Today we are
concluding a
most wonderful
and profitable
tour of the
Southwest Mexi
can District. We
traveled 2,500
miles with Mrs.
Victoria Salsedo,
N.F.M.S. district
president, and
Rev. and Mrs.
Ira True and
touched twenty-two of their thirtyfour Mexican churches.
The missionary work is well organ
ized under the efficient and able dis
trict president. They pay regular
budgets, fill Alabaster boxes, pray and
fast, read and study the reading and
study books, and are full-fledged
Nazarenes supporting the total foreign
missionary program of the church.
It would be impossible to recount all
the wonderful and encouraging things
we saw on this district.
We visited four places where Ala
baster funds have built churches and
parsonages, and in every place saw
them full of people learning about our
God.
In every place we stressed the Easter
Offering. There was a ready and
liberal response. Sister Salsedo sold
over a hundred Spanish reading course
books. There were great crowds and
many, many seekers for forgiveness
and cleansing and many blessed altar
services.
At El Paso, where Rev. and Mrs.
Briles are pastoring, after a message
on holiness some young women were
beautifully sanctified. The entire group
of young children came to the altar
and wept in prayer. It was a neverto-be-forgotten sight. We were all
blessed bountifully. Truly God was in
that place.
General budgets, 10 per cent giving
for world evangelism, Alabaster gifts,
prayers and fastings, information by
means of the Other Sheep and the
study and reading course books make
such work possible.
And, praise God, through these
means we are reaping a harvest simi
lar to this in twenty-six different fiolds
around the world.
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AUGUST EMPHASIS
BOX WORK
and
MEDICAL MISSIONS

“The box work has been coming in
and we are thrilled with the things
and also the spirit that we know is
behind it.”
Mrs. Cleve James—India
*******
“The boxes of medical supplies that
have come in during the last year have
simply been wonderful. Each morning
as I come in to the clinic and wait on
the line of people that need to be at
tended I thank the Lord for the faith
ful women at home that have given of
their time and money to send the
supplies that we need to carry on.
I deeply appreciate the gifts, but most
of all I appreciate the prayers that
have ascended to our Heavenly Father
on our behalf.
“The last few days several boxes
have arrived with our diet kitchen
equipment. All that has come in is
lovely and just what we are so greatly
in need of. Also my box work arrived
from New Orleans this week. I'm sure
"our societies in Colorado will think I
am most ungrateful in not acknowl
edging their gifts before, but I had no
idea where they had come from. The
women certainly send some beautiful
things. I surely am grateful to them.”
Joyce Blair, British Honduras

Brother Chung wrote recently that
he had already received some boxes of
used clothing. He said, “At first I tried
to write each sender, expressing my
appreciation, but I found that the time,
stationery, and postage were a prob
lem. Please express my thanks in our
papers.

“Through your prayers and help the
work out here is going nicely. Our
effort is to recover the work, reorgan
ize, and fix places of worship. Now we
have organized in twelve places; we
hope to organize in five more places
soon, but workers and places to wor
ship are the question. Seems to me the
people are awaiting to accept the
truth.”

MEDICAL MISSIONS
Our medical missionary work must
not be neglected. Although this phase
of the work is not given a place of
priority, yet it is an avenue of entrance
to heathen hearts. As love and pity
are manifest by our Christian mis
sionary doctors and nurses toward the
sick, it is a means of getting to heathen
hearts the message of the One who
healed all manner of diseases. Yet
from the onset of our work in foreign
fields medical missions has held a
prominent place. Our twofold aim has
been to show them the path to health
and then lead them into the way of
life. There is no better way to adver
tise the gospel of Jesus Christ than to
minister to the physical needs of peo
ple. Hard hearts are softened and
prejudices broken down in a remark
able way.
Why a doctor or a nurse? Perhaps
this story will answer the question.
A missionary from China told of a
little girl stricken with a terrible dis
ease, who had suffered many things
from the native doctors and as a last
desperate resort the mother had called
the missionary. One glance was suffi
cient to tell that there was no possible
hope; the loathsome disease was fin
ishing its work. For a moment the
missionary hesitated whether to use
the costly medicines when there could
be no other outcome or whether she
should reserve them for some patient
whose life could be saved, but the
command of her Master was upon her;
so, rejecting the filthy rag offered by
the mother, she used the soft clean
cloths to cleanse the loathsome sores
and the soothing unguents to relieve,
at least for a while, the torture of the
worn little body. When she had eased
the pain, taking her little patient’s
hand, she asked, "Would you like to go
to a place where there is no suffer
ing?” The child looked up with a
smile, "Oh, yes, that is your hospital;
they say it is so clean.” The mission
ary had to tell her that all the people
in the hospital were sick folks. "Then
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it must be America,” said the child.
When told that there was much sick
ness in America, she said, "Then I
don't know where it is." Tenderly and
quickly for fear that it might be too
late the missionary told her of the
place where God is and where there is
no more sickness, and said, ‘Tf you
will ask Jesus. He will take you there.”
The wistful eyes turned to her and the
child said. "I don't know Him. Will
you ask Him for me?” So there in the
dark room with the terrible stench of
the disease, the missionary prayed that
the gentle Shepherd would take this
little one into His loving care. As she
stood up to leave, the little one smiled
and said. "I feel better already.” Be
fore morning the prayer was answered.
A nurse said, "ft is a sacred thing
to give a soul back to its Maker." That
missionary is the richer in her heart
for the privilege of guiding a little one
to Him who said, "Suffer the little ones
to come unto Me.” Oh. the pity of it
that one-half of the world still knows
nothing of this tender Shepherd!
Eight times in the Gospels we read
that the blessed Master put out His
hand and touched the sick, the blind,
or the leper. Volunteers are needed to
go out and have His hands, through
theirs, cleanse and heal and lift up; He
needs their voices to utter His tender
words to the sick and dying. Who
follows in His train?
—Selected

GO WITH THE HEALING ART
Tune—“Rescue the Perishing"
I
Go with the healing art,
Go like the Master
Came from the mansions of glory to
find
Those who were needing Him,
Sin-sick and weary,
Sick of the body, the soul, and the
mind.

Chorus
Go with the healing art;
Go with the Master.
Tell of His healing power;
Tell He can save.
II
Bind up their broken lives—
God only healeth—
Give them the blessings that He gave
to thee.
Pour on the medicines
Science can offer;

NOTICE
A picture poster (the same
size as your study maps) giv
ing scenes from our own mis
sion fields in the Caribbean
and Mexico is now ready, and
will be sent upon request. This
picture spread, prepared by
Miss Lantz, editor of Teen
Topics, would be a good sup
plement to your study map.
If you did not get one at your
District N.F.M.S. Convention,
we will send one upon request.
Order from N.F.M.S. Office,
2923 Troost Avenue. Box 527,
Kansas City 41, Missouri.

Reminding You
that
July is the month
to take a freewill offering
for the

SPANISH BROADCASTLA HORA NAZARENA
Send your offering to Mr. John Stockton, General Treasurer, 2923 Troost
Avenue. Box 527, Kansas City 41, Mis
souri. Clearly designate it as a Foreign
Missions Special for the Spanish
Broadcast Offering. Let’s have an
offering from EVERY SOCIETY. See
page eleven of this issue for further
information and details concerning the
broadcast.
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ALABASTER CORNER
I visited three churches and our
workers’ homes in Old Mexico that
were built with Alabaster box money.
The churches are at Tecati, Mexicali,
and San Luis Sonora. The workers'
homes were in Jaurez, Mexicali, and
two at San Luis Sonora.
Let me tell you about one of these
places. You will remember that in
February, 1951, the old mud and grass
buildings at San Luis Sonora burned
to the ground. The little Alabaster box
was right on hand to give $1,900.00 to
buy materials for a bigger and better
church building, 30 x 50 feet, and two
small workers' homes.

Love them like He who made blind
ones to see.
Ill
And when their bodies have
Yielded to healing
Tell them of One who can bind up
the soul;
One who can pardon sin,
Sanctify fully,
Fill them with love and make every
thing whole.
IV
This is the work He gave,
This is His bidding,
That we might carry His gospel today.
He has commanded us,
He has empowered us;
We will go teach them of His living
way.

—Mary Alice Holden,
Cimarron, Kansas

We visited this place on our mission
ary tour. Sister Ruth Ainsworth and
Rev. and Mrs. Francisco Mareno, our
workers there, had sent word to all
the surrounding neighbors inviting
them to the evening service.
This is a farming section. Workers
labor from sunup to sundown. When
the day's work was over the men
walked home, washed up, and then
walked to church, some of them com
ing many miles. The women and chil
dren came earlier.
At 8:30 p.m. the church was well
filled and the service began. You
would have rejoiced with great joy to
see the front rows full of children,
boys on one side and girls on the other.
How they did open their mouths and
sing! It was thrilling. The older peo
ple testified of the great grace of God
working in their hearts. After we
talked about Alabaster boxes many
raised their hands asking for boxes to
fill.
At the close of the service the altar
was full of seekers. For many of them
this was their first step toward God.
Some seemed to find definite victory.
God was there in that Alabaster box
church and none of us wanted to go
home even though it was very late.
At every remembrance of that ser
vice, I thank God for the thousands of
little Alabaster boxes around the
world that are working for the Master
in twenty-six countries of the world.
Louise R. Chapman
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Hello Again, Boys

and

Girls!

Are you having a wonderful vacation? I know
you are, especially during these exciting Fourth
of July days. Some of your big brothers have
been fighting in Korea for the same principles
that our ancestors fought for long ago, to make
and keep America free, and to help other nations
be free.
The teachings of the Bible make all men who
read them and believe them want freedom and
justice and kindness to all. That is why we are
sending missionaries to all the world as fast as
we can.

About the Picture
Here are some bright little boys and girls far
away in the Cape Verde Islands. Our “Juniors’
Own Missionary,” Miss Lydia Wilke, sent me this
picture. You remember, she is a nurse, and she
helps many of the boys and girls and their parents
on these islands when they are sick. That is a
time when they will listen to her when she tells
them about Jesus Christ. She is doing a great
work over there, in her nursing and teaching and
preaching. She appreciates the prayers of the
Juniors. Here is what she said on a tape recording
just received.
“I do thank the Lord for the Juniors. I know
they have been praying for me. Some of the let
ters have been coming, even tiny tots that can
hardly write, saying that they have been praying
for me every day. I really can’t say, friends, what
this means to me. Even the little children! Some
how I feel that God hears their prayers and I do
appreciate it so much.”
Let’s not fail our missionaries, for they are
depending on us.
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Now take a good look at the picture. The boy
and girl in back and the little smiling girlie in
front on the right are Pastor Luciano’s children.
How sweet and happy all of them look! And isn’t
that little man in the center a dear! He is trying
to look so grown-up, but he is only two years old.
And the little girl on the left is so happy with her
hands clasped in front. Don’t forget to pray for
our missionaries over there, and all the boys and
girls they work with.

Donnie in British Guiana
If you have your December copy of this maga
zine, look again on our page at the picture of
Rev. and Mrs. Donald Ault and little Donnie, who
had sailed not too long before that to British
Guiana.
Did you look up that country on the map to see
where it was? Yes, up in the northeast part of
South America. Now, just before Christmas, Don
nie was quite anxious. His mother had been quite
sick and in November had to be operated on in
the hospital down there. That was rather hard for
a little boy in a strange land. The days passed
and it was getting rather close to Christmas, and
Donnie hated to think of Christmas with Mother
away. So every night, when he said his prayers,
he would always add, “And please make Mother
well for Christmas.”
It must have seemed strange to Donnie to have
Christmas on a hot day. You know it is always
summer in that country. But all missionaries
work very hard during the Christmas season, for
some people hear for the very first time about
how God sent His own Son down here to earth to
be the Saviour of all who would believe on Him.
Christmas, with its gifts and celebrations, is a
wonderful time for our missionaries.
Well, Donnie’s mother did get home, and she
managed to cook a turkey for their Christmas
dinner, though I imagine she was a bit shaky. Do
pray for Mrs. Ault, that God will make her strong
for the work God has called her to.
Next time we will tell you about a trip Donnie
took with his mother and father, when he stayed
in some odd-looking houses.
Love from your Big Sister,
Mary E. Cove
The Other Sheep
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I express the feeling of the Nazarene missionaries around the world
when I say that we are very grateful for the way the mother church and the
General Board care for us. We feel as though we are working under the best
leaders that can be found in any church or denomination in the world. We are
grateful for the way we are taken care of in general, for the prayers that are
offered in our behalf and for our children, in the midst of the adjustments pecu
liar to missionaries’ children. We appreciate the way our brethren in the home
land support the General Budget of the church. We also appreciate the way those
of the homeland remember us in a personal way through birthday cards, Christ
mas and Easter cards, in addition to the many letters we receive during the year.
We are grateful for the annual Christmas gift through the General N.F.M.S. We
in Argentina have been remembered in a special way during the past year and a
half through the box work effort. Many have sent us good used clothing, some of
which we have used personally in the family, but the larger part of which we have
distributed among our national pastors. Many of them have been made glad also
through this work of the missionary societies through the home church. For all of
this, we, your missionaries, are sincerely grateful, and so are the nationals.
T believe

Towever. we are embarrassed at the same time, in that we have had so much
*
attention in the different ways and have not been able to acknowledge them
all by personal letters to each individual. Some of the packages arrived with the
address torn off and we could not tell who had sent it. Others have written letters
telling us they were sending a small package, but we were not able to associate
the package with the letter when it arrived, because of the above-mentioned loss
of the address of the sender.
We are embarrassed at the fact of not being able to answer many letters we
receive from Young People’s and N.F.M.S. presidents asking for something direct
and fresh from the field to use in a program in the local church. We are sorry
not to be able to get an answer off, granting the request in each case, but we just
don’t have the necessary time to get around to it all. At least, we haven’t found
how to do it as yet. I suppose it is a tendency for all of us to think we are busier
than everybody else. Be that as it may, we are embarrassed just the same in not
being able to write each and every one who out of the generosity of a Chris
tian heart has given us some special attention.
In return, we want to be the best missionaries possible in the Master’s vine
yard. Truly the harvest is great and the laborers are few, and we must “work . . .
while it is day: the night cometh, when no man can work.” Pray for us! Again,
accept our heartfelt thanks.
T

